CHAPTER IV

PESHAWAR,  THE PARIS  OF THE PATHANS

BUT Peshawar is not given over exclusively to the
drug habit and the charas complex. To leave
this impression would be unfair not only to its
virtues but to its other vices. As for its virtues,
the mat-screens stretched on the roofs of the
mud houses bear testimony to the decorum of
the harem and its deadly dullness. The happy,
cherished children proclaim the innocence and
harmlessness that exist behind the clay-coloured
and whitewashed walls around us. If the
Merciful has blessed a Pathan with a son, you
will see him carried shoulder-high by his proud
parent. Behold a Black Mountain tribesman
from Swat and his tiny son in velvet vest and
tinselled cap. See with what dignity and poise
the youngster struts. The mountaineer would
lay down his life for the lad, but had Allah merely
presented him with a girl, well, he would have
regarded her simply as better than no child at
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